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ART & LIFE 



of osteology and the movement of muscles 
possesses no less value for the student of 
medicine than for the student of art. 
The accuracy of his anatomical drawings 
have perhaps never been equalled." 

Leonardo da Vinci knew precisely the 
thing for which he was striving, already 
had assessed its valuation. He, himself, 
declared that "The most worthy thing is 
that which satisfies the most worthy 
sense." Throughout the three periods in 
which his life may be divided, — ^thirty 
years in Florence, twenty years in Milan 
and nineteen years in wandering, Leon- 
ardo' lived as he beHeved life should be 
lived, at least as he believed he should 
live it.. Someone has said that he is the 
nea;rest that any man has ever come to 
Aristotle's Supreme Being, that he lived 
always in the moment and overcame 
mankind by his spontaneity. "To the 
ambitious," wrote Leonardo, "whom 
neither the boon of life, nor the beauty 
of the '.world suffices to content, it comes 
as a penance that life with them is 
squandered and that they possess neither 
the benefits nor the beauty of the world." 
But in his passion for intellectual pur- 
suits let it not be forgotten that Leon- 
ardo said: "Where there is most power of 
feeling, there of martyrs is the greatest 
martyr." Perhaps Leonardo's religion 
'might be „summed up in his emphatic 



declaration, "Falsehood is so utterly vile 
that, though it should praise the great 
works of God, it offends against his 
divinity." He had written "Truth has 
ever been but a daughter of the age." 

Four hundred years ago the great 
Leonardo breathed his last at Cloux in 
France. "Sore wept King Francis when 
he heard from Melzi that Da Vinci was 
dead, who, when living in Milan, painted 
the Last Supper, a picture which excels 
every other." And Melzi wrote to Gui- 
lano, Leonardo's brother, "He was to me 
the best of fathers, and it is impossible 
for me to express the grief that his death 
caused me. Until the day when my 
body is laid under ground, I shall ex- 
perience perpetual sorrow, and not with- 
out reason, for he daily showed me the 
most devoted and warmest affection. 
His loss is a grief to every one, for it 
is not the power of nature to reproduce 
another such man." To Francesco Melzi 
he left his papers, to Salai and his servant, 
Battista de Vilani, his garden near Milan 
and to his brother the sum of four hun- 
dred ducats deposited at Santa Maria 
Nuova in Florence, In later years Melzi 
wrote: "Leonardo had received from 
the sun the faculty of fashioning all that 
the human understanding had ever been 
able to conceive or imagine within the 
seven liberal arts." 



A Grey Sunday 

. By FiTzRoY Carrington 

Sweet pearl-grey qtiietude and peace, 
Faint whispering brooks, soft waving trees, 
And gentle thoughts akin to these 
Bid every restless thought to cease. 

A pheasant in the shadowy wood. 
The little birds in bushes near, 
Sing out their anthem, brave and clear, 
The world is fair and God is good. 



